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In this case there was a fundamental conflifl: of temperament.
Harriet Martineau had the tenderness toward America proper
to a philosophical radical. Being serious-minded and grave
with duty to herself and to humanity, she found the hard
frivolity of a woman who could throw out two volumes of
quick sarcasm on a great subjeQ: likd America galling and
obnoxious. Consequently when she published Society in
America in 1837 and in 1838 the sequel to that work, Refrospeff
of We Hern Travel^ she pointedly ignored alike the personality
and opinions of her predecessor, contenting herself with the
sneer at "Trollope's Folly" already quoted and thus indirectly
claiming virtue for the greater discretion of her own remin-
iscences. The contract between the two women's books was
noted by the critics. Blackwood, for example, in a review of
Society in America, remarked that "Mrs. Trollope has to do
battle for her views and Statements with Miss Martineau."
But it is improbable that Frances Trollope heeded (even if she
read) this challenge, seeing that by 1837 she had forgotten
America and all that appertained to it and was busy turning
out novel after novel on quite different themes. When she
wrote Domefiic Manners she was wholly innocent of deliberate
levity. She was a breadwinner, with her own pitiless work to
do. America, like everything else, was marketable "copy,"
and with children dependent on her she had no leisure to
respeS the means that won them food. She could not take
(nor did she ever come to take) herself seriously as an author.
Her writing began in desperate necessity, continued as a good
means to livelihood, ended as an agreeable habit. And if, in
consequence, she never became a novelist of more than
ephemeral significance, she at least kept her head clear of
dangerous vanities during the urgent years of breadwinning.
It was this aloofness from any element of authorship save its
earning power (an aloofness forced, on her by cruel circum-
stance and not at all due to inherent greed for money) which
saved Frances Trollope from too ready an acceptance of her
first book's success. Titled ladies might gush and critics
belaud or blame, but the publisher and his cheque were the
real touchstone of achievement. She was too old a woman to